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No sounds through all the spacious hall

The deadly still divide,
Save where echoes aloof from the1 vaulted roof

To the wanderer's step replied.

At length before his wondering eyes,

On an iron column borne,
Of antique shape, and giant size,

Appear'd a sword and horn.

" Now choose thee here," quoth his leader,

" Thy venturous fortune try;
Thy woe and weal, thy boot and bale,
In you brand and bugle lie."

To the fatal brand he mounted his hand,

But his soul did quiver and quail;
The life-blood did start to his shuddering heart,

And left him wan and pale.

The brand he forsook, and the horn he took

To 'say a gentle sound;
But so wild a blast from the bugle brast,

That the Cheviot rock'd around.

From Forth to Tees, from seas to seas,

The awful bugle rung ;
On Carlisle wall, and Berwick withal,

To arms the warders sprung.

"With clank and clang the cavern rang,

The steeds did stamp and neigh;
And loud was the yell as each warrior fell

Sterte up with hoop and cry.

"Woe, woe," they cried, "thou caitiff coward,

That ever thou wert born 1
Why drew ye not the knightly sword
Before ye blew the horn ?'"

The morning on the mountain shone,

And on the bloody ground
Hurled from the cave with shiver'd bone,

The mangled wretch, was found.

And still beneath the cavern dread,

Among "the glidders gray,
A shapeless stone with lichens spread

Marks where the -wanderer lay.ff,
